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"O Lewis," she exclaimed. "Ghosts! Ghosts! How you
live with them! It's that business man, the dead man, you
want to please by producing a famous book. So that you
can say to him: 'I told you it wasn't just arrogance and a
waste of time. You see there was something in it after all*
And if you did, what do you think he'd answer? He'd
sneer and say: *O yes, the book is famous; but it's miles
away from the solid bread and butter of life.' And he'd
add: 'How much good do you think it did to people? Are
they going to be less hungry or warmer or have more
leisure or more of any of the good things of life because
you've written it?' That's all he'd say. He wouldn't be
grateful or satisfied. It's no good trying to satisfy the
ghosts of oneself; they're insatiable.... And the odd thing
is," she added, "that you know it far better than I do.
Didn't you tell me, long ago, that this book wasn't an end
in itself but a—a kind of	"
"A discipline," he said. "1 know."
She glanced into his face. "But you forget—as a child
forgets its lesson."
"No, I don't forget," he answered. "But some lesson
farther on in the book suddenly attracts me, and I turn
on, and then I lose my place. You have helped me to find
it again." He laughed and drummed a knuckle on the
snowy window. "There's no index. That's the devil of it."
"To what?"
"To the inner life—the life of the spirit."
"Isn't every religion an index?"
"Is it? Jesus and Plato may write the book, but they
leave you to find your own way in it. Their followers try
to write the index. Isn't that why men accept the discipline
of churches? . . . You see, Julie," he added, "I'm miles
away from being a philosopher. I talk and try to learn,
but still in effect I'm a pupil who's scarcely begun to find
his way. I thought I was so damned secure, and that little
else mattered but the development of my own ideas. And
now—there's you—like sunshine and wind after a stuffy
room. You teach me more than I should ever have learned
from books."

